EAST WIND
The native soil sweet and sour
Familiar environs in refreshing colours
Nostalgic childhood memories haunting on
Slim swinging bauties in flowing glamour
The blue sea adjoining the garden reaches
Studded with vast verdour and silver sands
The singing cuckoo perching on the tree tops
The howling wild foxes moving in twilight smug
Cashew, palm, coconut forest ranges
Confronting the burly, pyramidical hills
Rustic reddish girls in gleeful smiles
In ornamental noses and golden ear rings
Glare of chiselled proportionate faces
In drooping ignorance sliding on pretty cheeks
Hopping children playing rural games blissful
Stirring and swarming like screeching birds
The singing shepherds in the sprawling fields
Grazing buffaloes, cows and sheep in parallel rows
The beach line landing with country craft ashore
The roadside lakes laden with flowering fauna
Not much of change in village life
The crowded dusty lanes ridden with mud
The old fashioned women indulging in chat
From dawn to dust in brisk fawning charm